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Preface

Working on a book like this is a bit like painting an old- 
fashioned portrait. An artist (the writer) joins their subject 

for a series of sittings. Over the course of those hours, sketches are 
made, angles are considered, until the right presentation is found, 
that magic combination of subject and style that make you say Yes! 
That’s them! It captures a life not in its entirety but in a way that 
suggests the whole.

Participating in the writing of this book was a unique honor. 
In Luis, I found a fascinating subject. Sharp, well- read, quick with 
a joke, deeply sincere. To get to know him in the intimate way 
that I did has been one of the great privileges of my life. Luis is a 
unique soul, a man of uncommon clarity of purpose. In a world 
of people unmoored from their sense of “why,” Luis’s calling rises 
with incredible sharpness. He is here to preach Christ crucified, 
the hope of glory. That is all.

This book posed a unique challenge. Though he’d be quick to 
downplay it, Luis Palau was a significant figure of twentieth- century 
history and life. His work impacted nations, shaped cultures, and trans-
formed the spiritual and moral ecology of entire regions of the world. 
A comprehensive biography would take hundreds of pages more and 
risk obscuring the real man, the real Christian whose story it is.

9780310354055_Palau_int.indd   11 1/22/19   3:28 PM

Copyright Protected



12  Palau

We decided that the best gift we could offer you as a reader was the 
sense that you had sat down with him as I did. That he’d opened his 
front door, made you some coffee, set a plate of Pat’s cookies in front of 
you (next to a bowl of the macadamia nuts he loves), and simply begun 
talking. You would not only hear the stories. You’d hear the lessons 
with them— and all through the people God used in his life.

This format has demanded hard choices. Do we get to tell the 
full story of how Luis’s call- in television show helped stall a Marxist 
revolution in Ecuador? Alas, no. How about the time he got stuck 
in a Beijing elevator with the president of the United States? Nope. 
The story of another elevator ride where he helped shelter the 
Beatle George Harrison from a miniature mob chasing him down 
a hotel corridor? Sorry. I could go on for hours. Many of the juiciest 
tidbits are left behind. There’s just too much. This isn’t about the 
rhinestones of his life. It’s about the diamonds.

Luis’s heart is that this book would not leave you thinking, 
Wow, Palau was a rock star. He wants you to see a vision of Christ. 
He wants you to honor the unknown heroes of his life and work and 
to think about your own heroes. He wants the attention focused 
where it belongs: Jesus.

After one of our last interviews, Luis walked me out to my car. 
It was a spring morning. There were cherry blossoms on the trees. 
As we enjoyed the sun, I saw tears come into Luis’s eyes. Suddenly, 
he pointed at the houses surrounding us in his Portland neighbor-
hood. “So many of them don’t know how good life is with Jesus,” 
he said. “It’s not just about the next life. They are missing out on 
His love now.” There, in his driveway, he nearly began to weep. He 
ached for his neighbors. This man’s heart burns for one thing: that 
all might have a chance to say yes to true life. And I began to tear 
up too— cut to the heart by the presence of true tenderness.

Enjoy this man’s remarkable story.

Paul J. Pastor
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Introduction

Trust in the Lord with all your heart
and lean not on your own understanding;

in all your ways submit to him,
and he will make your paths straight.

PROVERBS 3:5–6 

You are holding a book that nearly was not written.
When I was diagnosed with incurable lung cancer in 

December of 2017, I was faced with the imminent reality that I 
have known and preached since I was a boy: the fact of death and 
the secure hope of eternal life in Jesus. Though I had the opportu-
nity to write a book reflecting on my life, I was not at all sure that 
I wanted to spend my time that way— and very sure that I did not 
want to bring one atom of glory to my own name.

I have given my life to preaching the Good News that God loves 
all people and that the cross of Jesus Christ brings reconciliation and 
full assurance of eternal life to all who believe in Him and repent. 
The decades I spent doing this were very full. As my friends are 
quick to point out, I have traveled widely, spoken to many millions of 
people, and been instrumental in the work of the Holy Spirit to point 
hundreds of thousands of people to the saving cross of Jesus.

Introduction
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14  Palau

Now, in this final phase of my ministry, I fear drawing attention 
to myself. I feel— not just know but feel— the constant temptation of 
pride and ego. I feel the draw to puff myself up by means of telling 
my story. You must know that I fear that. The glory of my ministry 
does not belong to me.

I know for a fact that my work has been empowered by the sac-
rificial labor of countless others. These key people number in the 
hundreds— members of our team at the Luis Palau Association, our 
board of directors, generous donors, my own pastors and leaders, 
honest friends. A full telling of my story would mean a full telling 
of each of theirs, and how is that possible, short of eternity?

So I have tried to do the next best thing. I want to share the 
highlights of my story by drawing attention to key people in my life. 
In each chapter, I draw out one foundational lesson that relation-
ship taught me. In this way, I hope this book will be more than the 
memoir of an old preacher— it is a book of biblical principles for 
living out the Good News. For that Good News places us in the 
loving arms of God, now and for eternity.

I want these chapters to remind us of the power of “unknown” 
lives. Very few people in this book are well known (Billy Graham 
being the exception). But they deserve to be honored. Each of them 
taught me something unique. These are people who will be exalted 
in heaven because they were humbly serving the Lord in their time 
and place.

If you are looking for a comprehensive biography of my life, list-
ing all the places my team and I went, counting the world leaders 
we met, or expounding at length upon the numerical or historical 
impacts of our ministry, then this book will disappoint you. I have 
no interest in writing that book. Let’s talk about that stuff when we 
catch up in the presence of Jesus someday.

Instead, I want you to feel that you have gotten to know me— the 
unfiltered me— and to know Jesus through my story. Introspection 
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Introduction  15

can be uncomfortable. But I hope my story draws out eternal les-
sons. With that in mind, I share my remembrances and reflections, 
hoping that the Holy Spirit will give you a sense of His power and 
that the things I have learned and experienced will point you to 
Jesus. In that way, my life story can be what I have always desired— a 
humble signpost pointing straight to God.

Let’s begin with my prayer from the first time I met with Paul 
to begin the writing process:

Lord, help us exalt You and put all glory where it belongs— 
at the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ, without which we all 
would be lost. We thank You for the mercy You showed on 
the cross, Lord Jesus, for volunteering to suffer for us— 
unthinkable!— and that You have been patient with us. We 
blindly carry on in our lives. But You paid for it.

We exalt You, Lord Jesus, exalt the work of the cross, 
exalt Your love, O heavenly Father. We honor You, O 
Holy Spirit. Lord, cleanse us, purify us, keep our eyes off 
ourselves and on You. Let the readers of this book fall in 
love with You, O God Almighty: Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit. Let their lives be blessed beyond imagination. We 
pray they might stay close to You and not allow the flesh, 
the world, or the devil to destroy your work.

We believe that You will do what we have requested 
for Your glory.

We commit these words to You with joy, Lord, joy 
from the heart.

In the name of Jesus,
Amen.
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C H A P T E R  1

Seek First the 
Kingdom

My Mother, Matilde Balfour de Palau

Seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, 
and all these things will be given to you as well.

MATTHEW 6:33

I was born in Argentina, in a humble town full of proud people.
Ingeniero Maschwitz is its name. In its day, “Maschwitz” was 

classy, a weekend home for people eager to get out of the stifling 
capital city. But time has not been kind to the little town. Gradually, 
the buildings’ paint has faded and peeled, and the weekend visitors 
stopped coming out so often. Back then, Buenos Aires was forty- 
five minutes away . . . and seemed farther.

There was a paved highway between us and the big city, but 
the streets I played on were mostly dirt, shaded from the hot sun 
by wide- spreading trees. I learned to know what time it was by the 
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18 Palau

noises and whistles of the train, which was only a few blocks from 
our home, even though as a child it seemed miles away.

I was the firstborn to my parents, the only boy of six children. 
Our home life was very happy, full of laughter and the smell of 
good food, coffee, and mate, the hot green tea that Argentines love 
to sip through bombillas— silver straws with a strainer at the far end. 
(I never cared for mate.)

My parents set the foundation for my life. They did this in 
many ways, but none were more important than their heartfelt 
and unwavering commitment to the Gospel. For Luis and Matilde 
Palau, the Good News of Jesus was something to be preached and 
lived, proclaimed on the street corners and demonstrated by love 
at home.

I am starting with my mom because she was with us chil-
dren longer. The greatest lesson I learned from my mother was a 
complete trust in God, even amid radically changing and unpleas-
ant circumstances. Her trust and joy in the Lord was like a “house 
built upon the rock.” When the storms and floods came, they were 
not cast down.

But more on those storms later. My life was warm and happy as 
a young child. When I was born, we were well off. By the standards 
of that day, we were not extravagantly rich, or even ritzy by today’s 
American upper- middle- class standards, but my father had done 
very well for us.

Our family had a maid who cleaned and helped with the 
cooking, nannies for the children, and a driver for my mother, as 
she did not drive. We lived comfortably and happy. I remember 
warm Christmases, which we celebrated in the European style, 
complete with a trimmed evergreen tree. My dad always surprised 
us. Candies and treats abounded. One year I was given a bicycle— 
quite a gift! Another time I received a pony, complete with a sharp 
cowboy outfit for the new gaucho in the Palau family. The pony 
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Seek First the Kingdom  19

soon died, however. And what a fuss I made! I’m afraid I was a bit 
of a pain.

Other than school and my father’s business, our life was 
completely centered on church, worship, evangelism, and work. 
Most of our neighbors in the town saw us as symbols of evangelical 
faith, which in that day was not welcomed by many of our nomi-
nally Roman Catholic neighbors.

There is a photo of me, long haired and diapered— two years 
old, perhaps— peering through the slats of our fence at a religious 
procession stopped in the street in front of our house. The more 
devout folks of the town would hold a yearly parade for the feast day 
of the Virgin of Luján. Today, Catholics think of us evangelicals 
more fondly— as “separated brethren”— but that day they made a 
point of halting for ten or fifteen minutes in front of the Palau res-
idence, carrying a statue of the Virgin Mary in triangular robes of 
blue and white, her gentle face peeping out from beneath a golden 
crown. By the time they got to us, they had carried the image all 
over town, singing a slowly rolling dirge- like hymn:

O Maria, Madre mia,
O consuelo del mortal.

They meant well, but to my little ears it sounded like a dead hymn. 
As I grew older, I wanted to call out to them, “Come on, don’t you 
have any happier songs than that?”

The Palau family had not always been on that side of the fence. 
Only a few years earlier, my mother had been the organist for the 
Roman Catholic parish church. Perhaps that is why the more tradi-
tional religious people of our little town made a point of stopping.

My mother’s father was Scotch Presbyterian and constantly 
referred to himself as one. “Don’t worry about me, sonny,” he’d 
say smugly if a missionary approached him. “I’m all right— Scotch 
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20  Palau

Presbyterian!” In his mind, that ended the conversation. (I have 
often remarked to my friends that he liked the Scotch better than 
the Presbyterian.)

Though my grandfather’s faith appeared nominal, my mother’s 
mother was devout in a way I suspect only French Catholic grand-
mothers can be. She was decidedly not Scotch Presbyterian. My 
grandmother once promised the Virgin to walk on her knees for 
three kilometers on the Virgin’s feast day if Mary kept my uncle 
Jackie from being pressed into military service. Ridiculous, you 
know? But she did it, and she bled. But she fulfilled her promise. 
In later years she came to know the Lord more fully. “I doubt the 
Virgin Mary even heard me!” she commented later.

Like my grandmother, my mother’s faith was heartfelt. But it 
failed to bring her peace and left her seeking something more. By 
the time she was pregnant with me, she was experiencing a quiet 
crisis.

One day a polite knock sounded at the front door, and as the Lord 
would have it, my mother was home to answer it. How I praise God 
for that! On the step was a sharply dressed British man with a fine- 
looking book in one hand and a heavy walking stick in the other. 
“Buenos Dias, Senora,” he said. “Would you like a copy of the Word 
of God?”

I do not know if my mother had ever owned a Bible, but she 
took the one that the British gentleman handed her, thanked him 
politely, and closed the door. She looked at the book, a very nice 
copy of the New Testament in Spanish. She began to read. The 
feelings that were pent up for so long began to overwhelm her. She 
had been unable to find what her soul craved— peace. She had 
done good works and served in church. She had made promises to 
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Seek First the Kingdom  21

God. She was a faithful worshiper at Mass. She confessed regularly 
to her priest. And yet, despite it all, something was still missing. She 
did not have peace.

There is an old Spanish hymn that brings me to tears even 
today as I sit nearly seven thousand miles from the old house in 
Maschwitz. My voice cannot finish it without breaking. In English, 
it runs like this:

Peace with God, I tried to find it
With feverish desire.

But my meritorious work
Did not give me health.

O, what peace
The Lord gives us!

That so perfectly sums up my mother’s search. She began to 
read the New Testament the man had given her. So deep was her 
reverence for Jesus, even in her searching, that she read it on her 
knees, knowing it to be holy. After only a few chapters in the Gospel 
of Matthew, she came to the Beatitudes, that most famous sermon 
of Jesus that begins in Matthew 5.

“Bienaventurados,” she read, “los de limpio corazón: porque ellos 
verán á Dios.”

“Blessed are the pure in heart: for they shall see God.”
She read this verse of blessing, full of beauty from the mouth of 

Jesus. She read it and despaired. It was as if the book was speaking 
to her. That’s it, she thought, I will never see God. I know that I do 
not have a pure heart.

But as she was praying, she felt something strange. She felt that 
the Lord who had said those words was speaking to her. My daugh-
ter, she felt Him speak inside, you are mine. You are forgiven. She 
suddenly remembered the words of John the Baptist that the priest 
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22  Palau

would quote at the Mass: “Behold, the Lamb of God who takes 
away the sin of the world.” She knew, in a sudden flood of joy, that 
this Lamb was for her! She saw Him! He had come to take the sin 
of Matilde!

She put it all together for the first time there on her knees. 
She wept, she told me later, as the Holy Spirit moved her. The 
lack of peace, the sense of overwhelming impurity in her heart— 
they should not lead her to despair! They should point her to the 
Lamb! Her fears— I will never find peace with God, and I will never 
be forgiven— were overcome by that simple reminder: Behold the 
Lamb of God. . . . Behold the Lamb of God.

And she felt peace and joy and love. Finally, she found rest, the 
very thing she had so feverishly desired.

Overjoyed, my mother went to find the well- dressed man who’d 
given her the New Testament. His name was Mr. Edward Charles 
Rogers. She asked him if she should leave the Catholic church. “No, 
no! Stay there,” he urged. “Keep playing the organ for them. Tell 
your friends what you’ve experienced. Tell them how the Lord has 
brought peace to your heart. Many of them are probably still search-
ing for what you have found. Then, in the evenings, come join our 
Bible meetings in our little chapel.” And that is what she did.

I was in her womb when she was converted. Before I was born, she 
prayed, Lord, I want him to be a preacher of the Gospel. And that 
seems to have worked out! She told many stories like this as I grew 
up, which reinforced in me the feeling that first came in boyhood— 
before I fully knew what it meant to be a Christian! Luis, I felt 
inside, you’ve been called to preach the Gospel. You’d better do it!

This prayer of hers, even as such a young believer, shows the 
pure sincerity of her seeking. The same quiet commitment that 
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Seek First the Kingdom  23

made her search for inner peace, even though all the trappings of 
outward religion had been hers, now motivated her to a constant, 
deep spiritual life that overflowed for her husband, children, and 
neighbors.

My mom almost loved me to excess! Life was great. I felt like a 
good boy. Mom enthusiastically applauded everything her children 
did. I remember learning to read and her ringing praise: “Oh! So 
young, and he can read so well!” On and on. Perhaps it spoiled me 
a bit, but I had no doubt how much she loved me.

My mother centered her life on God: Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit. I can hear her voice still, hushing in prayer, rising in praise. 
She read the Bible constantly, almost always on her knees like 
she had from the beginning. She quoted many verses to us from 
memory, and she insisted that we memorize the verses we were 
given in Sunday school.

She emphasized Scripture memorization for children. For 
me, helping children learn and memorize the Word is a big deal, 
and that comes straight from my mom. Our Sunday school would 
give us little prizes for memorizing the weekly verses. The class 
would repeat the verse together, and if someone didn’t know it, the 
class would help them out. It was fun, and we were so proud when 
we learned the passages. The promises of those verses stuck with 
me. Back then, they were powerful. Today, those verses have the 
strength of promises fulfilled.

Of the many verses that my mother loved, one sums up per-
fectly the lesson that she taught me: “Seek first his kingdom and 
his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well” 
(Matthew 6:33).

What a simple promise. But how profound! All the things we 
worry about— what we will eat, drink, and wear— will be supplied 
by God as we seek His kingdom. It is an audacious promise that 
Jesus made. Like the surrounding verses in Matthew 6 ask, my 
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mother trusted God innocently and completely, like the birds of 
the air or the lilies of the field. Little did she know how much that 
trust would be tested.

My father died when he was only thirty- four. I was ten. When Dad 
passed, he left no paperwork: no will, no estate plan, no paper trail 
for much of his property, and no real organization of his business 
interests, which were considerable and complicated.

Dad was primarily a builder, but he had his hand in just about 
everything you can imagine— even today we don’t really know how 
much property he owned or the full extent of his business inter-
ests. In fact, the week he returned home and died, he’d been up 
north in central Argentina at a province called Mendoza where he 
had purchased some vineyards. We found out about the vineyards 
twenty years later. By that time it was too late— someone had paid 
the back taxes and taken them over. He owned a lot of land, equip-
ment, and materials, but we simply couldn’t find proper records for 
them. He was a busy young man, always building, always on to the 
next thing.

My mom, who knew nothing about business, was left to fend 
for herself. There she was, thirty- three and expecting my youngest 
sister, with six children and widowed. She tried to settle my dad’s 
accounts but could do little in her state of grief and shock to coun-
teract the people who were demanding money or making claims to 
the Palau company. It was a terrible time for her. In only a matter 
of months, our family went from well- off to essentially destitute.

People hounded us, saying we owed them money. It became so 
bad that we had to leave Maschwitz. It was a heart- wrenching time 
for my mother. We had no source of income. “I don’t know what 
to do,” she’d say. “The Lord has to protect us. He has to provide.” 
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Seek First the Kingdom  25

My mom was quite staunch about not taking people to court. She 
decided not to sue anybody and let God do the suing. “He will pro-
vide,” she repeated again and again.

She felt the pain of loneliness. Not long after my father’s death, 
when I was eleven or twelve, we were staying in my grandfather’s 
house on the other side of Buenos Aires. I remember my mother 
retreating to a bedroom. Soon I heard her crying. In Argentina, 
everyone drinks wine, just like Europeans— there is no stigma about 
it for Christians. She had taken a glass of wine and some bread and 
cheese and was sobbing over them in the bedroom. I realized that 
she was weeping because my father was not there with her. At first 
I thought, She’s missing my dad. But she has us! But later I thought, 
Maybe that’s why she is crying. Six of us to deal with, and now she is 
poor. I’d cry too! But she remained strong.

Six years after Dad died, we had to move to Córdoba, in central 
Argentina, four hundred miles from the beautiful home my father 
had built. I had to leave the private British education that had been 
my father’s heartfelt wish for me. My present and future shifted. 
Córdoba was hilly and beautiful, but the city was large, and life was 
very different.

You’ve heard of downsizing? Oh, did we downsize! Our new 
place had a garage, but we did not have a car, so the garage became 
my sisters’ bedroom. Since I was the only boy, I slept in the tiny 
living room on a bed that doubled as a couch. We were poor. 
Very poor.

Even that little place, so cramped with the seven of us, was too 
expensive. At one point we were nine months behind on our rent. 
We simply couldn’t pay. But during the hardship, people around us 
extended small graces— the landlord looked the other way until we 
could pay what we owed. The man at the corner grocer allowed us 
credit, even though the Palau family’s bills grew and grew.

Occasionally a little money would come in, and my mother 
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would go and pay people what they were owed. And they let us do 
that. As far as I know, these were not believers— they simply were 
people being kind to a widow and her six kids. Their kindness has 
always touched me. The kindness of unbelievers can be the provi-
sion of God.

Years passed and I grew. I landed a job as an employee at the 
Bank of London in South America. My salary was good, compar-
atively, but it was still a kid’s salary, and I had five sisters and a 
mother, besides myself, to support! Even though I worked full- time, 
we simply did not have enough money. Because we were bilin-
gual, people often thought we were upper- class, despite our deep 
poverty. The people in the local church, most of whom were very 
humble, always assumed that we were wealthy. I worked for the 
Bank of London after all! As a result, I think people were unaware 
of our true needs. Although the people from our new church in 
Córdoba were generous by nature, no one said, “Madame, you’re 
a widow with six children. Here’s a check.” So we depended fully 
on the Lord.

We had absolutely nothing. Sometimes we had a cup of coffee 
and one loaf of French bread, torn into seven parts. That’s it. Yet we 
would get on our knees and thank the Lord for the coffee and the 
bread. Occasionally, Mom would scrape enough money together to 
buy a single steak. One steak cut neatly into seven little bits, one for 
each of us. Despite the immense difficulty, I think it was a blessing 
to be poor. It helped me understand the poor. I truly know what it 
feels like not to have enough.

Yet I do not remember my mother complaining or expressing 
anger at what God had allowed our life to become. She proved 
that her trust was not conditional. Even when circumstances had 
changed so drastically, she never stopped seeking God’s kingdom. 
We trusted the Lord because there was no one else to trust.

Trusting the Lord during a storm— that is trust. Faith like that 
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makes an impression on those around you. Trust is easy in the 
bright times of life. But the true test of belief comes in the dark-
ness of adversity. Our family would kneel together, and my mother 
would lead us in a prayer for God’s provision. Always looking to the 
Lord, always depending on the Lord, we had nowhere else to turn. 
Though life was difficult, not once did He fail us.

She often quoted Scripture: “Trust in the Lord with all your 
heart” (Proverbs 3:5), and “My God shall supply all your need accord-
ing to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus” (Philippians 4:19 KJV).

The simple faith that sprung from those verses moved her to 
sing. She was a terrible singer! But she still was always singing. Our 
house was filled with the sound of her voice, often with my sisters 
happily joining in. I remember hearing her sing behind the house 
as she did the laundry that a maid once did for her. It still stirs 
me to tears remembering it. She sang all sorts of songs, usually in 
Spanish. The one I remember most fondly was a familiar hymn:

And can it be that I should gain
An interest in the Savior’s blood?

Died he for me, who caused his pain— 
For me, who him to death pursued?

Amazing love! How can it be,
That thou, my God, shouldst die for me?

God’s provision came in a variety of ways, as it usually does. We 
worked hard, we received the generosity of others, and there were 
plenty of surprises.

My mother was always an avid reader, constantly reading us 
the biographies of great missionaries and Christian workers. She 
often read them in English because in those days few Christian 

9780310354055_Palau_int.indd   27 1/22/19   3:28 PM

Copyright Protected



28  Palau

books were in Spanish. My first memory of her reading these stories 
is when I was about four years old. The one that struck me most 
deeply was about Hudson Taylor and his remarkable mission to 
China. Those men and women missionaries were my heroes, and 
they still are. Basketball players and musicians are not my heroes; 
they’re just gifted millionaires. Those who give their lives for the 
service of others, those who put their own comfort or safety aside 
to bring the Good News of Jesus to people who have never heard— 
they are the real heroes.

Because my mom was bilingual, she was able to translate books 
for the Salvation Army and other Christian organizations to earn 
a little money. She also picked up jobs for corporations needing 
translation. Her work sure helped, but it didn’t pay enough to 
change our situation.

Our family stepped in when they could. We had an aunt— my 
mother’s sister— who was gracious and generous. She never had 
children and worked for a British college in a good position as assis-
tant to the principal. She bought my sisters dresses and sent a little 
money on our birthdays. She and her husband were not wealthy, 
but they shared what they had.

I laugh as I think back— that uncle, before he was married to 
my aunt, carried a .45-caliber pistol. There weren’t many street-
lights in those days. If he heard a noise in the darkness behind 
the house, he’d throw a window open and— bang bang bang— start 
shooting in the air. “What are you doing over there!” he’d shout out 
at nothing. Bang bang bang! What a terrible sense of public safety! 
He could have killed someone! Even though he was only nineteen, 
he had to act the man, you know?

Eventually, my sister Matilde went to work for Kaiser, an 
American company that made cars for the postwar market. They had 
a factory in Argentina, and bilingual people were in high demand.

My sister Martha was very talented. She taught piano and 
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accordion lessons for children, anything musical to earn a few 
dollars.

We learned to live with almost nothing and yet be used by 
the Lord. While we were receiving help from others, we worked 
to help others too. On Saturdays, we visited two very poor French 
sisters, who were practically shut- ins. Our visits were a ministry. 
We brought them food, sang, and preached Bible messages (good 
practice for later).

When one of the sisters died, we begged for a cheap coffin 
from the local municipality. As we gathered to remember her and 
offer our condolences, the remaining sister pulled me aside. “Luis,” 
she said, “in France we worry that we might bury someone when 
they aren’t really dead. So .  .  .” She showed me an old- fashioned 
hatpin, long and sharp. “. . . we take one of these and push it into 
the sole of their foot.” I shuddered. “If they’re alive, they’ll kick.”

I stared.
“I don’t dare do it,” she continued. “Would you do the honor 

for my sister?”
I took the hatpin and went to the body. Though I hesitated, the 

pin didn’t. It slipped in with horrible smoothness, as if the flesh 
were butter. Ack! It was awful. But we knew she was dead, and her 
sister had peace of mind. It was an early introduction to the strange 
requests that ministering for Jesus makes of us.

We ministered as best we could in the hills of Córdoba, a city 
of about a million. We held children’s meetings in our house and 
in the open air. We held street meetings. We would do anything 
to proclaim the Gospel. Sharing it was our life. Sports, movies, all 
that stuff— pfft. We spoke of everything other than witnessing and 
missionary work as the “world” back then, and we despised it. We 
just preached the Gospel.

I bought a little motorbike to commute to my job at the bank 
and my job at a missions organization, first called Orient Mission, 
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later Overseas Crusades. The new job paid a little bit better, but it 
sure wasn’t the big- time.

Besides school, odd jobs, and work, all that we did was go to 
church. On Tuesday we went for Bible study, Thursday for preach-
ing, Saturday for something, and Sunday for Sunday school, more 
preaching, and communion. Church and street witnessing were 
our life.

Once, a dear friend told me that God answers prayers four ways:

1. Yes, I thought you’d never ask.
2. No, I love you too much.
3. Yes, but not yet.
4. Yes, and here’s more.

I added a fifth, from personal experience:

5. Yes, but not the way you think.

God answers prayer. Always. But He answers in His way, not 
ours. We must listen for the nuance of His answer. He is not bound 
by our plans or desires.

The years after Dad died taught us that fifth point. God’s 
answers meant hard work or credit from neighbors. Occasionally, 
something remarkable would happen.

The Bible talks about cheating widows and orphans. We expe-
rienced it. One month when money was tighter than normal, we 
were expecting to finally be thrown out of our house because we 
were behind several months on our rent. Just as our financial situa-
tion was becoming a crisis, a letter came.
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“Mrs. Palau,” it began in simple, masculine handwriting, “I am 
embarrassed to tell this to you. Years ago, when you were in trouble, 
I lied to you. I took a tractor that I said was broken. In fact, it worked 
perfectly well. I have used it for years, and am ashamed that I did 
this to you, a widow— with six children!”

It was signed with the name of an old acquaintance. In the 
envelope was a check for a significant amount, as much as the man 
calculated that he owed my mother for having cheated her out of an 
expensive tractor— plus interest. We were able to stay in our home!

That letter highlighted the fact that there was still much 
my father left behind that was rightfully ours. Eventually, after 
struggling for years with the government and lawyers and unscru-
pulous people who had been close to our family and had, speaking 
frankly, cheated us shamelessly, we got a fraction of it back.

When I was thirty- two, twenty- two years after Dad’s death, we 
discovered properties that were still in the family name. Eventually 
the ownership, through all the legal ramifications of a messy inher-
itance like that, came to us. Under Argentine law, 50 percent went 
to my mom, and the remainder was divided among his six children. 
It wasn’t much, but it felt awfully good.

At that point, I had seen and experienced so many people 
plagued by greed that I was nearly sickened by the thought of 
money for myself. I thought, I don’t want a penny of this. Knowing 
I would be able to provide for myself more easily than my sisters, I 
added my percentage to my oldest sister’s so that she could have a 
little property as a safety net. I didn’t feel like a hero for doing that. 
I just felt glad. I felt happy and at peace.

With the newly increased financial stability, my mother paid 
off her debts. At some point— I don’t remember precisely when— 
our family was able to say, “We don’t owe money to anyone.” The 
Lord had answered our prayers but in unexpected ways and in 
His time.
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From the time I was kicking in the womb, my mother prayed I 
would preach the Gospel. “Go to towns that don’t have a church!” 
she’d urge me. “Take the Gospel. Plant churches.” She pushed and 
encouraged: “Go, go, go.”

For my mother, seeking God’s kingdom wasn’t something you 
just did on your knees; it was something you did on your feet. She 
was constantly pushing me to preach. I held back a bit at first. I was 
young and felt the responsibility of the family on my shoulders. 
After a while, she wanted me to leave my job at the bank to go 
preach the Gospel. “But Mom,” I’d say, “how are we going to eat?”

“The Lord will provide,” she’d reply. “He’s no man’s debtor.”
But it took me a while to take that step of faith. I didn’t act as 

quickly as she hoped I would. Once my mother and I were walk-
ing out in the hills of Córdoba. “You have to get over there,” she 
said, pointing to the horizon. “You have to go preach. You need 
to go plant a church.” Her words brought up something I’d been 
struggling with. I knew that I ought to consider full- time ministry, 
but I had been putting it off. But I never felt the emotional pull of 
a call from God to go.

“Mom, I’m waiting for the call,” I said.
“The call?” she said, with that dry tone only a mother perfects. 

“The call!” She was getting upset. “The call went out two thousand 
years ago, Luis! The Lord’s waiting for your answer; you’re not wait-
ing for His call.”

She made a good point. Who says we have to wait for God’s 
call? If He calls us in a special way, fine. But He has ordered us to 
go. We don’t need a call. We just need to obey. An absent “call” was 
never supposed to become an excuse for inaction. My mom was 
never “called.” Her Bible simply told her to “go.” And so deeply did 
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she take that calling to heart that she spent her life obeying it with 
joy and teaching her children to do the same.

That conversation shook me up. It was one of the defining 
moments of my life. I decided that I was done waiting around for a 
feeling that might never come, and I would simply obey what had 
been in front of me the whole time. I didn’t need to wait. I needed 
to do.

As we sought the kingdom, following my mother’s example, we saw 
God provide— and even provide through us! Yes, “all these things 
shall be added unto you” (Matthew 6:33 KJV). Although those 
times were difficult, God provided.

Experiencing God’s provision taught me to trust in His uncom-
mon methods. Through the unwavering example of my dear 
mother, I have seen that God is trustworthy. Although my faith 
has been tested many times over the seven decades since my father 
died, God has never proved faithless to his promise.

We were not thinking consciously of it then. We just sought 
Him and His kingdom. Looking back, I see that our poverty helped 
teach us how to see ourselves as part of an invisible economy, the 
system of the kingdom of heaven. By God’s grace, this system 
can supply our every need with elegant timing and by the simple 
miracles that God uses so often.

All the Palau children are serving the Lord in our own way. We 
all have our ups and downs, but we have all worked for the king-
dom. When my sisters write to me, they often mention the trust we 
learned from my mother. “We’ve trusted Him from the beginning,” 
they say. They are right. The Lord has answered our prayers. We 
have seen His provision through thick and thin. He has supplied a 
lifetime’s worth of our needs. Perfectly.
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My mother lived to see the answer to her prayer. I became a 
preacher, and I traveled the world over, sharing the simple Good 
News of the cross. Whenever I would return from a trip, I’d call her 
up. She always wanted to know about how the ministry went. She 
prayed for me relentlessly. She sought the kingdom until the day 
she passed on to her reward in heaven. She was faithful to the end 
and died singing in that voice of hers, a happy, firm believer.

I learned so much from my mother. Foremost among those 
riches was a solid- rock trust in God and his promises. Her faith 
proved to be immovable. “In this world you will have trouble. But 
take heart! I have overcome the world” (John 16:33). She believed 
that, sang that, taught that, prayed that, hoped that, laughed, cried, 
and lived that.

These days, I’ve been thinking a lot about the cross. My cancer 
has put the fire under me— as if it wasn’t there already! It has made 
me a holy fiend upon the subject of the cross. The cross of Jesus has 
been the center of everything. It must be the center of everything. It 
must be the center of my life. It must be the center of yours. I must 
see myself in the light of the cross and remember I am nothing 
without Jesus.

And neither are you, whoever is reading this. We all face the 
grave. Let’s not kid ourselves. We talk about it throughout life. For 
me, though, death has always seemed distant. It doesn’t anymore. 
I think of the gaping dark hole that death could have been for me. 
But that grave has been swallowed up in victory. Its sting broken. 
Why? Because of Jesus Christ!

Great revivals come when the cross of Jesus is preached. The 
cross puts everything in focus. His cross is the center of everything 
that’s good in the world. The preaching of that cross was a mission 
that consumed my mother’s heart. She had every excuse to stay at 
home and just try to manage. She was a widow living in a house 
with seven mouths to feed! But she used the simplicity of our lives 
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as another way to seek the kingdom and always worked to share the 
Gospel with as many people as possible.

From Matthew 6:33 I got the concept of seeking the kingdom 
first, and I believe it today. God has promised that He will provide 
for what you need. He does not promise riches, prosperity, or com-
fort, but He will give you what you need to move forward in the 
work and life of His good kingdom. The Lord’s promises are many; 
I cannot deny them.

What are your needs? How are you seeking the Lord’s king-
dom today? Are you in need of provision that only your Creator 
and Redeemer can give? Have you ever tasted the goodness of the 
Lord’s perfect provision?

I want you to remember the example of my mother. Such simple 
faith she had— that God’s promise stood for her. She believed that 
as she sought the kingdom, God would respond as He promised to 
faithfully give what she needed.

My prayer for you, dear reader, is the same one I am praying 
for myself. I pray that we may always turn to the Lord for every 
need we have, small or great. I pray that we might be found loyal in 
seeking the Lord daily so that we might experience the richness of 
his provision with the same depth of faith that I saw in my mother, 
Matilde Balfour de Palau.

9780310354055_Palau_int.indd   35 1/22/19   3:28 PM

Copyright Protected



9780310354055_Palau_int.indd   36 1/22/19   3:28 PM

Copyright Protected




